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The fellow pulled the rings off in the most brutal manner. Most of these 
poor creatures were plundered of every thing they possessed that was of any 
value ; aid what could not be carried away, was completely destroyed. Our 
native soldiers were much worse, and more brutish ; but they were more to- 
be excused, as they were natives. 

Horrors of War. — As day broke, we passed the ruins of several villages, 
which plainly showed that the ravages of savage war had done their work. 
Numbers of dead bodies also lay scattered around, whose bones were bleached 
by the sun. The crops, too, were all destroyed ; they were either eaten off 
by the cattle, or trampled under foot. The wells of water were half full of 
corpses which were putrid, and this water we were obliged to drink. 

The smell from the dead was very bad ; it was sufficient to create a 
plague in our camp. The troops of jackals, which were always prowling 
about at night, were getting quite fat with their feast of human flesh; the 
vultures and ravens were also growing too lazy to fly away as we passed 
them, while they were sitting upon and pecking the bodies of the dead. 



AFTER SCENES OF THE BATTLE OF THE ALMA. 

We leave the reader to picture to himself the details of this fierce and 
terrible conflict. These few sketches are from eye-witnesses of what they 
saw after its close: — ■ 

The buttle field was dreadful to walk over in the evening and following 
day. T.ie battle ended too late for us to remove even our own wounded that 
day, and the fearful spectacle of heads blown off, shattered limbs, broken 
arms, the groans and' sighs of the wounded, altogether made a scene I never 
wish to see again. 

The slaughter was terrific. The oldest generals declare that in no bat- 
tle heretofore fjuyaar, have so many dead been heaped up in one spot. It 
would be impossible to describe to you the frightful scene which I witnessed 
in the square mile comprising this earthwork, the slope beneath it, and the 
slope above it, upon which were formed the enormous squares of the Russian 
infantry. The greater part of the English killed and wounded were here, 
and there were at least five Rusians to every Englishman. You could not 
walk for their bodies. The most frightful mutilations the human body can 
suffer, the groans of the wounded — all formed a scene that one can never 
forget. 

I was dreadfully tired; for the band had to carry the wounded men to 
the rear, and assist the doctors to amputate, and bind the wounds. 1 saw 
some dreadful sights that day, poor fellows* legs and arms off— shells burst- 
ing -jear tnem setting their flesh on lire; the stench dreadful! We were up 
all night attending to the poor fellows, — giving them water, changing their 
positions, lighting their pipes for them; and the night was awfully dark and cold. 
and, being on the battle-field, the smell from the dead bodies, and the noise of 
the wounded horses was dreadful. I hope I shall never pass such a night again. 
The next morning [ went over the plain to look at ihe dead, and saw the 
place covered with wounded Russians, — fine, able-bodied men. I went up 
to one poor wounded Russian, and gave him a drink. He wa-- in great agony, 
and he made signs for me to cut his throat, he was so bad ; of course I left 
him as he was. We were occupied for the next two days in burying the dead. 

Many of the Russians lived with wounds calculated to destroy two or 
three ordinary men. I saw one of the 32nd Regiment on the field" just af- 
ter the fight, lie was shot right through the head, and the brain protruded 
in large masses at the back of the head, and from the front of the skull. I 
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saw with my own eyes the wounded man raise his hand, wipe the horrible 
mass from his brow, and proceed to struggle down the hiil towards the 
water! Many of the Russians were shot in three or four places; few of 
them had only one wound. Many of them had small crosses and chains 
fastened around their necks. Many of the officers had portraits of wives or 
mistresses, of mothers or sisters, inside their coats. The privates wore the 
little money they possessed in purses fastened below their left knees; and 
the men, in their eager search after the money, often caused the wounded 
painful apprehensions that they were about to destroy them. Last night all 
these poor wretches lay in their agony ; nothing could be done to help them. 
The groans, the yells, the cries of despair and suffering, were a mournful 
commentary on tlie exultation of the victors, and on the joy which reigned 
along the bivouac fires of our men. As many of our wounded as could be 
possibly picked up ere darkness set in, were conveyed on stretchers to the 
hospital tents. Many of the others were provided with blankets, a;id cover- 
ed as they lay in their blood. The bandsmen of the regiments worked in 
the most cheerful and indefatigable manner, hour after hour, searching out 
and earrying off our wounded. Long after night had closed, faint lights 
might be seen moving over the frightful field, marking the spot where friend- 
ship directed the step of some officer in search of a wounded comrade, or 
where the pillager yet stalked about on his horrid errand. 

The attitudes of some of the dead were awful. One man might be seen 
resting on one knee, with the arms extended in the form of taking aim, the 
brow compressed, the lips clinched — the very expression of firing at an en- 
emy stamped on the tace, and fixed there by death. A ball had struck this 
man on the neck ; another was lying on his back with the same expression, 
and his arms raised in a similar attitude, the Minie mu-ket stil! grasped in 
his hands undischarged. Another lay in a perfect arch, his head resting on 
one part of the ground and his feet on the other, but the back raised high 
above it. Many men without legs or arms were trying to crawl down to the 
waterside. 

The fogs of the night crept slowly up the hill-sides, and hung in uncer- 
tain folds around their summits, revealing here and there the gathering col- 
umns of our regiments in d?rk patches on the declivities, or showing the 
deep black-looking squares of the French battalions, already in motion to- 
wards the south. But what is that gray mass on the plain, almost without 
life or motion ? Now and then an arm may be seen waved aloft, or a man 
raises himself for a moment, looks around, and then lies down again. Alas ! 
that plain is covered with the wounded Russians still. Nearly sixty long 
hours have they passed in agony on the ground, ar.d now, with but little 
hope of help or succour more, we must leave them as they lie. 

For the past two days, says a surgeon, under date of Sept. 25th, I have 
been literally in a sea of blood, as I have been employed attending the 
wounded Russians on the batlle field of Alma. No description I could 
give would realize the horrors of war — the dead, the dving, horses, guns, 
carriages, pele-mele — headless trunks, bodies minus arms or legs, mutilation 
of every sort and kind, — my blood almost freezes at the re. ol lection. 
Every available hut was improvised into an operating theatre, and under 
-every disadvantage we performed ihe rnost formidable surgical operations. 
1'ou may judge how expeditiously we had to get througi things, when I 
mention" that f extracted twenty-three balls in less than three hours. Dress- 
ings were out of the question. Our surgical bivouacs we;e readily known 
by the number of legs and arms strewn around the scene of our labours. 
Indeed, 1 cannot liken the field of battle for two days after the fight, to any- 
thing better than an abaloir. My assistant for compressing arteries was the 
first passer-by, and when his nerves failed him, I had to wait until some one 
■else came up, I will not say much for the result of my amputations, for, as di- 
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rectly one, was concluded, I laid him on a bed of hay or straw, and left him 
to the vis medicatrix nalurce. In the redoubts the Russian dead lay literally 
heaped on each other. No one, I believe, knows the Russian loss. I count- 
ed myself more than 400 Russians dead in less than three acres, and the 
wounded were beyond my calculation. Their supplications, as I passed 
through them, were heart-rending — when I had attended one, there were 
twenty unintelligible supplications from those around me to give them my 
iurgieal aid. 

Kindness of the Soldiers to their Enemies after Battle. 
Nothing, s.iys a writer from the camp near Sebastapol, could exceed the at- 
tention oJ' the English soldiers to their wounded toes ; and, on the other 
hand, it was delightful to witness the tearful gratitude of the latter for such 
attention. After forty-eight hours J found the Russians in the fi Id, still 
groauitig from their wounds. As our own men were to be attended to first, 
these were neeessarilly left, with legs, arms, and breasts shot away, during 
cold nights and burning days, without care or dressing. Many a flask of 
brandy and water did I expend in relieving their terrible thirst ; and how 
my heart d.d bleed when aro ind the necks of every one of these soldiers I 
found the ;r usand virgin and child. When I relieved them, they expressed 
their gratitude, first to God, by kissing the cross, and apparently saying a 
short prayer; then, by holding my hand to their lips, and pres-ing it, to their 
hearts, until my f 'clings could bear it no longer, and I longed for some pri- 
Tate spot where I could sit down and weep. 



VIEWS OF EMINENT MEN ON WAR. 

D'Aubigjje, though asserting only the general contariety of War as a 
custom to the spirit and principles of Christianity, has scattered through his 
History of the Reformation some very strong views on this subject. 

Effect on the R-.f.r motion of a resort to the Sword. — " France, after having 
been -dmo-f reformed, at last found herself definitively Roman Catholic; the 
sword of her priu-es cast into the balance, had swayed it down. Another 
blade, alas ! ti.it of the reformed themselves, insured the fail of the Reforma- 
tion. Hands habituated to the sword, lorjot the habit of prayer ; it is 
through the blood of its confessors, not with that of its adversaries, that the 
Gospel seals its triumphs; the blood shed by the sword of its defenders, ex- 
tinguishes its fires, or stifles them. 

With reference to the Reformation in Switzerland, he observes, " There is 
a principle which the history we are narrating seis forth in capital letters ; it 
is that professed in the Gospel, where it says — ' The weapons of ouk 

WARFARE ARE NOT CARNAL, BUT MIGHTY THROUGH GoD ' 

Rebuke of Ziningit for reliance on the Sword. — "Nurtered in the exploits 
of the h'jro/s of antiquity, he threw himself, to save reform, in the lootsteps 
of Demosthenes and Cato, rather than in those of St. John and St. Paul. 
His prompt and penetrating looks were turned to the right and to the left — 
to the cabine s of kings and the councils of the people, whilst they should 
have been directed solely to God." 

'■This political phase of Zwingle's character, is, in the eyes of some per- 
sons, j 1 -s hi.rbe i d dm to glory; we di not hesitate to acknotv'edg? it as his 
greak st fault. The reformer, deserting the paths of the apostles, allowed 
limsei-'to be led astray by the perverse example of Popery. The primitive 
chare i never opposed their persecutors but with the sentiments derived from 
the Gospel of peace. Faith was the only sword by which it vanquished 
the mighty ones of the earth. Zwingle felt (dearly that, by entering into the 
ways of worldly politicians, he was leaving those of a minister of Christ." 



